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DOWN THE STREAM,

—_—

A maiden stood upon n shore,
And heard n Irnhlrﬁaipplnu onr

Tho morning light was flusling elear;
A thrush was londly warbling near.

@boat camo gllding down the stream,
(With ripple soft, and plash and gloam,

Bhe ne'ar had monn the yonth hefora,
Ho ne'er hnd touched npon that shoro

Tat whes ahe snw him up the stream,
Froah from the mountaln's enrly glonm,

T old, old, wonder-working spoll
Around them both like maglo fall

And ere his boat had drifted 1
A ohango came ovoer wood and aky;

Tho old, familiar stream and shore
Took on a hue nnknown before.

e Hehtly drow his boat to land,
Ho llghtly renched to Lor his hand,

And, loaving all that they had known,
The two went down the atream nlone.

Tho boatman's nrm was good and strong,
The boatmnan's oar was tough and long.

The malden's face wns aweet and fale;
Bhe felt no falntesat foar or oure.

Bhe smliled npon hoer hontman true,
Jand sald: “Iteast my life to you."

The thrush sung on the bank alone;
The malden down the stream hald gone,

=Ellen W, Carey, in Chicago Journal,

LUCINY’S ROSES, -

‘Why Willlam Havers Did Not
Cut Them Down.

[

The cottage house had been painted
white, but the paint wne nowonly a fillm i1
some places. One could sees the gray wood
throngh {t, The establishment had a gen-
erally declining look; the shingles were
scaling from the roof, the fences were lean-
ing. Allthe bitof newness and smartness
about. it was the front door. That was
painted a bright blue, Cinnamon rose
bushes grew in the square front yard. They
were full of thelr Jittle sweet ragged roses
now. With their silent, lowly porsistency
they had overrun the whole yard. There
was no stepping room between them. They
formed n green bank against tho house
walls; their branches reached droopingly
across the front walk, and pushed through
the fence. Childrén on the sidewalk
could pick the roses. Four mencoming up
the strees with a business air looked hesi-
tatingly at this rose-crowded front yard
when they nearsd it

“Thar ain't no use goln’in thar Into that
mess of prickly roses,” said one—n large
man with a happy smile and swagger.

“We are obliged by law to have the sale
on the premises,’” remarked another,
blandly and authoritatively. He was a
light-whiskered young fellow, who wore
hetter clothes than the othars, and held a
Inrge roll of papers ostentatiously.

"’L‘ume round to the side of t?m house,
thei,'” spoke another, with low gruffness.
He was u man of fitty, He had a loan,
sinewy figure, and a severe, sharp-fen.
tured foce, His skin was dark reddish-
brown from exposure to the sun.

So the four flied avound into the side
yard, with {ts sbort grass and (ts well and
wull-sweep. Hers a red flag was blowing
fastened to mcherry-tree. Themen stood
togetber in close consultation, the light-
whiskered young man, who was a lawyer,
buiug chief spokesman.

“We may as well bogin," he sald, final-
ly, standing off from the others, *‘The
hour has passed; no one else is likely to
«©come.'

Then they took their places with nshow
of cammnn?‘-—‘liw Iarge man, who now
held the roll of papoers, a little aloof, the
lnwyer, and the fourth man, who was old,
and had a stupid, anxious face, at one
side, and the man with the ssvere red face,
luu'!nﬁ‘ carelessly against the cherry-
tree, Tho largo man began to rend in a
loud woice. As he did so, a loud wail
came from the house. He stopped read-
ing, and all turned thelr faces toward it.

"Oh dear!" they heard distinetly, in o
shrill, wenk, womanish voice, with an un-
natural strain on {t—"oh dear! ol dear
me! Dear ma! dear me! deqr me!” Then
followed lond hysterical sobs; then the
voice kept on: “Oh, father, what mado

ou leayve me*—what made yon die an’
eave me? I wa'n’t {it to ba left alone.
0?,’(’uthar! %l;.dmotlh’eri!’oh. Luciny! 1
*ain’t got nny y—1 'ain’t, not any body.
Oh r.imfr! oh dear :t‘nu! dear me ! % ¥

“f heard she took on awfully 'bout it,”
sald the auctipneer,

“Well, you might as well go on," said
the lawyer; *“duty hasto be performed,
no matter how unpleasant.”

“That's so,” assented the auvctionoer.
Then he proceeded, tryinf; to drown out
these :l{srrenlnﬁ eries with his powerful
utterauce, But the cries rang through and
above italways, He kept on smilingly;
it was the lawyer who grew impatient.

Y(iracions sakes,” cried he, *'can’t soma-
tbiuq be done to stop that woman? Why
didn't somebody take her away ¥

“] guess her brother’s wife isin thar
with her: I thought I ses her at the win-
dow a minute ago,’”” said the auctioneer,
coming down from his high hill of decla-
m‘“\i\?nl‘l ick! d h d

*Well, go on quic y AN ava done
Tt i%, 8a1d the fawyer, = “This {s aw-
ul.

The man at the cherry-tree kept clinch-
ing hia hands, but he said nol.t?in . The
auctioneer resumed his reading of tﬁe long
statement of the conditions of the sale,
then the bidding began. That was soon
over, since thera were only two bidders.
The old man, who held the mortgage,
which had been foreclosed, bid with nery-
ous promptuess the exact amount of his
claim. Then the man atthe cherry-treo
made a bid of n.:%w dollars more, and he

was pronounced the purchaser.
HGoing dl’ng'—zoga H ualdrtheluctian-

eer, ''to William Hnvers,”

Willlam Havers lingered about his now
estate until the others had departed, which
they did as soon as the necessary arrange-
ments were completed, They wanted to
be out of hearing of those sad ories and
complaints, Havers strolled out to the
road them, When he saw them fairly
started, he went swiftly back to the house,
to the side door.

knocked cautiously. Directly the
cries broke out louder and shriller.
“They’ve come to ordor me out, Ob dear!
oh dear! dear! dear! They've come to
order me out--they hev, they hev!”

Bteps approached the door swiftly; it
opened and a woman appeared.  Bhe
looked pale and troublad, but she was not
the one In such bitter distress, for the
ﬁrlu still sounded from the interlor of the

oune.

“How do tuu do; Mr, Huvers?' gaid the
woman, wit irmm formality.

“Can Isos her a minute!” he asked,
hoarsely,

“Higie! Idon’ know.
dreadiully. Bhe aln’t fit to see any body.
I'm ufraid she wouldn't.”

HIf she'd onl{ see me a minute. I've

‘°.§ #ﬁ'ﬁ?t}}l‘f‘a‘ma’m‘ to say particular.’?

Bho disnppeared, and directly the volce,
which had been a little more subdued,
waxoed louder.

“No, I won't see him; I won’t; I can’t.
1 won't see anybody. I never want to see
lnyh;i).tly gain as long as 1live, Oh denr!

Y1t nin't any use," sald the woman, com-
ing ﬂ . "ﬂ‘n aln't fit to nee any dy;
sbhe's ‘mont cragy. Bhe don’t know what
ghe's sayin', anyhow,”

“hen you tell her—you gl? right in an’
tell her now-—she kin lll% ere, It don’t
make any odds about my buyin’ the place;
I won't live here, kin keep right on
stayin' here jest the same,”

door opened suddenly, and another
woman nppeared, . Bhe was o pitiful
sight. Hhe had a llttle slim, bony flgure

Bhe's takin' on

whioh ol to tremble Inevery jolut.
Kvory lino in hor -m facy wuvar‘i anid
quivered; hor u_-uru Waro win and
bluuamci, her skl all blolehed and
stainod with tears, Bhe was so dl-ﬁlfund
by griof that it was impossible to judge of

Bba would have

hov natural appearance,
been Li u.l%nd not her smallnoss and
Srallty 1o bhor dustwoss made ber pLveous

Now, howarer, nomsthing besldes sorrow
seemed to move her, She wan all alive
with a strange impotont wrath, which was
dirscted against Willlam Havers. Bhe
clinched her red, bony hands; her poor
ovon flashod with indignation, though the
force of [t waa lost through their tearful
wenknons,

Y guess I won't har on stayin' hara.."
she snapped, in her thin, honrse yaoloe, "I

oss 1 won't, You needn't offor me n

ome. I've got one relded, 1 ain't

quits destitate yot, You needn’t think
you're goin' to come round now an' smooth
mattera over, I know why yvou've done
i, You can’t blind me. You've been
watahin' all the time for n chnnce to pay
us back.’

“I don’t know what she means,” aaid
Havers, helplonsly, to the other woman,

YHhe don’t know neither, Bha's 'most
beside horself.”

Havers heﬁnn Again, trying to apank
socthingly- “Now ¢ un'l'ynn go to feelin’
%0, Miss Mills. You 'aln't got to leave. I
ain't a-goin’' to live hore myself anyway.
I'm goln’—#!

‘I ain’t goln' to stay here another night,
I ain’t goin’ to be livin’ on yon, [ guess
vou'll find ont, Oh, Luciny, what would
you have sald if you'd knowed what was
comin' twenty year ago! Oh dear! dear!

The other woman took her by Llie shoul«
dérs. “Now, Elsle, you've got to walk
right in an' atop this. You ain't talkin’
with any reason., You'll bo ashamod of
yourself when you come to,”

She walked her forcibly ont of the entry,
and ghut the door. Then she turned to
Havers.,

¥ ou musn’t mind what she says,” said
she, “She's boon nbout a8 noar orary as
anybody can be, amd not be, all day."”

“I don't know what she kin mean by
m:j tryin' to pay hor baok, Mis" Wing.”

‘She don’t know herself. Bhe's got
kind of a notion that you're to blame for
buyin' the place. Bha'll know boetter to-
morrow."

“It's & good deal better for me to oy it
then Bteadman,"” said Havers, with n
troubled look. “I shell let her keep right
on hera, 7To teil the truth, I bought the
place more fur—"

“You'ro a renl good man,” sald Mrs.
Wing, warmly., B8he wns Elsio Mill's
brother's wife. “She'll be ashamed of
herself tosmorrow, But she's comin’ to
live with Bilas an’ me, Bhe's welcome to
a home with us jest as long ns she lives.
She aren't fit to live alones, anywny. We
knew when her father died that she'd run
the place out in no time. Well, she's tak-
in’ on so, I shall have to go in. I don't
like to leave her a minute. Doa’t you mind
any thing shoe sald,”

Contrary to Mrs. Wing's expectations,
Elsle Mills was notdisposed to vetract her
words, The next day, when she wuas
L)uncefully domiciled in  her brother's

ouse. and seemed a little calmer, her sis.
ter-in-law opened on the subject.

‘“'What In creation made you talk so to
William Havers lnst night," snid she, "“Not
one man in a hundred would have made
you the offer that he did after he'd bought
a pluce,”

Isie fired up at oncea, I guess L know
why,” said she. ‘‘Luciny gave him the
mitten once—that's why, He's doin’ it to
show out.”

"\Vhr, Elgie Mills, are you in yourrvight
mind?#

“Yes. | am. He neted awful cut up.
He never got over it. He always meant
to puy us back. Now hie's hought the place
an’ fnvited me to live on him, he'll feel
better.”

“Well, I never!”

Mrs, \‘![n rapentoed the conversation to
her huslmnrf and told him that shie was
really scared nbout Elsle; she did not act
with any renson,

Hilas Wing laughed. “Don’t you worry,
Marin,” said he, “Eisle always hod that
notion. I never really believed that Lu-
ciny give Havers the mitten mysell, but
she did, an’ she always went on the no-
tion that he was dreadfully upset over it
Elsie’s queer, She's mighty meck an’
yieldin' generally; she seems to be kinder
goln’ u[&‘awnyq at things for the most
part; but if she ever does git plinted
atrn,ith at any thing, tharain'tno turnin’

ar.

“Do you remember any thing about
Willlam Havers waitin’ on Luciny "

“Yes, He was round some two yenrs
before she died, 1 didn't think much
about It Luciny was always havin'
beaux. An’ no wonder; thar wa'nt many
girls like her, I kin seo her now, jest how
she used to look., Poor Elsie wa'n't much
besids her, but 1 don’t believe she ever
give that n thought, She thought Lueiny
was beautiful, an’ thar wa'n't any thing
too good fur her. She'd slave berself
'most to death to save her. No: don't vou
waorry, Maria, Elsie's always run on thut
notion."

Bilas Wing was  Elsie Mills’ half-
brother; the dend Lucinn bod been lber
own sister. The house which had jus
been sold was bor inheritonce from her
fathesf. Silas Wing was an sasy, pros-
perous man, with a shrowd stredk in his
character, His sister's property was
sadly deteriorated,and a poor lnvestinent,
He had no iden of sinking money to socure
it for her, but he was perfectly willing to
provide for her, and gave her a most cor-
dinl invitation to his home. He gave her
a front chamber in bis large square white
house, and furnished it with her own
things, to make it seem like home,

“Thar nin’t any reason why Elsle
shouldn’t be as happy as n queen here as
lonyz a8 she lives,” he told his wife, “Thar
ain’t many women fare any better, She
ain’t much over forty. Bhe'd hev to work
huard if she was in soms places, an’ she
ain’t fit to. Nowshe'll jest hov to help

ou round a little, an’ live jest as com-
ortable as can be,"

Elsie's chamber commuanded a good view
of her old home, which was on the op-
posite side of the stroet, a little further
down. Bhe could see the yard full of cin-
namon roses, and the blue front door,
which stood out bravely. That blue door
was due to her; she had painted it her-
self. Bilas had some blue paint left pfter

aintlruf his farm wagon, and she had

egged It, Then she had stood on a chair
—a smnll, lean figure in clinging calico—
nnd plastered the brilliant ﬁlnu thickly
over the front door, wislding the brush
stifly in her little knotty hand, stretching
herself u‘r on her slight, long limbs,

Bhe bad always viewad the eff ect with
innocent delight, The unusualness of a
blue front door did not trouble her. She
was as crude and original asa child in
her tastes, Itlooked bright and fresh in
itself, and to her thinking relieved the
worn look of the house, BShe would have
painted farther had her paint Jasted.
After the door was painted blue, she had
held up her head better under a neighbor’s
Insinuation that the house was “run
?owu." That, indesd, had led her to do
t

Now she sat forlornly at her chamber
window, her elbows on the sill, her sharp
chin in her bands, for many an hour,
staring over at the blue door and the cin-
namon roses, as she might have stared at
lost jewels, Nothing about the place
weemed so distinctly her own as that
blua door; nothing seemed so dear as
those cinnumon roses, because ber dead
slstor Lucina had planted them, 1t is sad
work looking at things that were once
one’s own, when they have not been given
away for lova, nnd one still wants them.
Elsie was muekllv unhup!:)- over it. Bhe
was no longer violent and openly despair-
ing, as she bad been at first. That had
very unusual with her, Bhe was
fond of her brother and his wife, and con-
formed gently to all the requirements ot
her new lite, Bhe had wery little endur-
Ing resistance to clrcumstances in her; she
did not kick ngainst the pricks. still Bhe
lay close to them, and jwas tender enough
to'be cruelly stung by thom. Blie grew
old, and her friends noticed it.

It nin't any use,” Mrs. Wing told her
husband: *"“Elsie ain’t never goin' to be
the same ns she was before she lost her
house. Bhe's grown ten years older in o

wecok, !
“Bhe's a nlllg Irl; that's all I've got to
ilas Wing.

say."” roplied
‘Ono evening Elsie, at hor open chamber
window, overheard a conversation ba-
tween her brother and his wife, They
ware sliting on the duornte‘:‘.

Y"Huvers cume over to-night,” said Silas,
1 weo him out at the gate as 1 coms along,
He's goin’ to let his othor house and live
hm.qn says, I declalr 1'd hardly think
he'd want to, this is so much furiher from
town, But the other'll let better, I 8'pose.
Reckon that's the reason,”

“1s he goln’ to fix this one upt" asked
Mrs, Wing.
“Yeou; ho's Foln' to paint it up some, an’
hov the roo nhlnElnd. Ho was kinder
laughin® about that blue deor, but he didn't
seein to think he'd hev (b altered ufter-
ward, 1 ﬁ)ld him how poor Elsle painted

It herself,

‘Ebard! I khouldn't think he'd want to
keap that blue doow, ¥

“Ho seomed to think it wouldn't look

bad if the house was painted new to go

with (k. He's goin® to cut down all them
oinnamon roses in the front yard to-mo-«
ﬂi'ﬁt 'I,h'l brought over his sickle to-
n .

hint was all Elsle heard. Bhe did not
know how long they talked after that, Ho
was going to cut down Lucina’s cinnamon
rosnsl Bhe kept snying It over to herself,
nn If It wore n task she had to learn; an
she conld not eaxily undorstand. * Lucina’s
elnnamon roses! He's goin’ to cut down
all Lucinn’s cinnamon roses tosmorrow*"

It wak twolve o'clock that night when
Elslz erept down the staira and out the
front door. There was no sound In the
houss axcept her brother’s hoavy breath.
Ing. He nnd his wifs had boen nnlnrH;
thras honex,  Elwle sidled out of the yard,
keepling on the T-nn, then spod across the
rond and down It a Jittle way to her old
home, There were only these two houses
for nlong way; there wan not a light
visible In either, Noone would be pnss-
ing nt this time of the night; thore was no
danger of hor being observoed; morenvor,
sho could not have beon very easily. Groat
elms graw on botk sides of the streot, nnd
they enst broad, Alekering shadows, FHisie,
keaping closo with the shndows, as It tlmfv
wore friends, and progressing with soft
starts, aftor little pauses to Hston and
|mﬁr. might have passed for nshadow her-
LIS

She stopped for n minute at the corner
of the yard, nnd stared fearfully over at
the periled roses. The moon was coming
ul;. and ehe could geo thom distinetly,
Bhe foll to remombering., To this Inno-
oent, simple-henrtod oreaturs, elinging so
closely to the old hnl{ loves nnd loynlties
that she meditated what to her was'n des-
perate desd In defense of them, that fair
dedil Lucinn bocame wisible among her
elnnamon rocos, Elsie for a minute, ag she
stood there, was all memory; the past
sepmed to come haek inpity for her ngony
of rogret and overshine the presont. The
light of an old morning lay on thoseroses,
an:d yvoung Lueina stood among them,
lovely and trivmphant, Bhe hal just set
them in tho enrth with her dear hands.
When Elsie moved again she was ready
for any thing.

Oh, those cinnamon roses! the only
traces which that beautiful, bLelovel
malden had left of her presence in the
world!  Oh, those elnnnmon roses ! the one
littla legney of groce which she had been
uble to bequenth to it!

When Elsie came out on the rond agnin
sho had something carefully covered by
her apron, lest the moon should make {t
glitter. Bheran home faster than she had
come, with no watchful pausos now. But
she hiad to make nnother cautious journey
to the Wing _barn before she returned to
her room. Finally she gained it success-
fully; no one had heard lher. The next
morning some one knocked while the fam.
ily were at tho breakfast table, Silas
answered [t

“The queerest thing,” he said, when he
raturned, **Havers has lost his sickle, the
one he brought over Iast night, an’ he
wants to borrow mine, an' 1 can't find
that high or low, 1 woulll ha' swore it
was hangin’ on the hook in the barn, He
wanis to get them cinnnmon roses cut."

“Well, I shounld think It was queer!”
sald his wifo, *'I know I saw [t out there
yesterday,  Are you sure it's gone?”

“Course I am. Don't you s'pose I've
got pyes¥”

Elslo snid nothing.  Bhe bent her head
over her plate and tried to ent, They dil
not notice how white she wns, Bhe
kept ashoarp wateh all day; she started
avery timo any one spoke; she kept close
to the others; sho dreaded to hear what
might be sald, but she dreanded more not
to hear,

““Hng Mr. Havers found his sickle yot#”
Mrs. Wing nsked, when her husband came
homo at night. - He hod been over to the
villnge, "I see you ridin' home with
him."

“No, he 'ain’t, He's gono und bought a
new one. Says he's bound to hov them
roses cut down to-morrow. "Aln't seen any
thing of ourn yoet, hey yo?"

“Noi 1've been out myself and looked.”

“Well, it beats every thing—two sickles
right in the naiﬁhlmrlmnd! ruther think
some one must ha' took 'em,”

“Land! Silas, nobody’s took 'em. I
know all nhout yon. I've known you to
hev things stole bhefore, an' it alwanys
turned out you was (he thief, When you
luse o thing it's always stole”

Elsie found [t horder to start out to-
night: a little of the first impetus was
wastmd, Btill, she did not hesitate, When
the house was qulet she crept out ngain,
nnd went over to the old place, Bhe did
not stop to reflect over the roses to-night,
Sho was brnesd ap to do her errand; but
it must be done quickly, or she would give
way. Bho wont straight nvound the house
to the woodshod, whore she had found the
sickle the night before. As she enmo cleso
to the open arch which served as entrance
thers wos o swift rosh, and Willinm
Havers stood beside her holding her hand.

“0Oh ! she said, then began feably gasp-
ing for biranth,

“Elsie Mills? what in the world are you
doin' hera?"

She looked up in his face, but did not
speak.

“Why, Elsie, what is it! Don'ly vou be
afrnld, your poor little thing. What was
it you wanted? Tell me.”

“'Lat mo go*"

“Of course, I will, but I think you'd
better tell me what yvou wanted, an' let
me got it. 1'd be glad enough to. 1 didn’t
mean to seare you, I m-l':mrtull 'l hed a
sickle stole, an’ 1 was kinder keopin' n
lookout. When I juinped outl didn’t see
who 'twas"

"I stole your sickle, and I'll stenl It
again if you offer to tech Lneiny’s roses.””

*You—stole my sickle—I olfer to tech
Luciny’s roses! 1 puess 1 don't know
what you meaun, Elsie,”

“I mean jest what I sny, I'll steal yonr
sickle every time you offer to cut down
Luciny’'s roses,!”

*“You mean them roses out in the froht
yard?"

“Course I do, Didn'’t she set ’em out?"

“Dear me! [ dida't know., [ didn't
know nothin' about it. I badn’tno notion
of your feelin’ bad. If I bad, I guess—
Why didn’t yon tellme* Why didn’t you
come right over! I'd hov mown off my
own fingers before I'd offered to tech thewn
roses if I’d known.”

Do you 8'po e I was goin’ to coms over
here an’ aik vou not to, when I knew wyon
was jest doin’ it for spite 'cause Luciny
wouldn’t hev you?¥"

f10ause Luciny wonldn't hev me?”

“¥ s, ’canse Luciny wouldn't hev you.”

4 didn’t never ask her to hev me, Elsie,’

“What? :

ST didn't never ask bher,”

4] don't see what fuu mean by that.”

“Why, I mean I didn't.”

“What was you bangin' round her so fur,
tha’?,? An’ what made you act so awful cut

“Didn’t you never kuoow 'twas you,
Elsio!"

"Ml!.‘"

“Yes, you."

sell, all T've got to say Is, you'd orter
to be ashamed of yourself., A girl like
Luciny—you wu'n’t fit to look ather. 1
guess there wa'n't many fellers round but
would ruther hev had her than anybody
else, I guess It's sour gropes,”

“1 know Luciny was the handsomest
girl anywheres round, but that didn't
make no difference. 1 always liked you
best, I don’t think you'd orter to be mad,
Elsie.”

“Iain't; but I don't like to see anybody
like Luciny slighted. I wa'n’t nothin’ side
of Luciny.”

“Well, I rockon your thinkin' you wa'n't
wis what make me take to you in the first
place, Look a-here, Elsies I'm a-goin’
to tall you. l'vé been wantin’ to, but I
didn't know but I'd die before 1 got o
chaunce. I ecame over an' buught this place
Jest on your account when I heard the
mortgage was goin' to be foreclosed,
didn't recly s'pose you'd be willin' 1o
marry me, you treated meoe so Indifferent
in Lueciny’s doy; but I didn't psy no ate
tention to that. I wanted you to kesp on
livin' here. When you. ne so mad
'opuse I spoke about it, I aldn't dare to
sny any thing wmore. But 1 wish you'd
come now, Won't you? I'll go back to
my old home; 'twont put me out a mite.
An' [ shan't do [t becanse I've got any
spite, nor want to show It out, It 'll be
bacause l've always liked you better'n
anybody else, an’ wanteld to do something
fur you.”

Rlsle was orving; “I've got to got use to
thinkin' of it,” sho sobbod.

SWall, you think it over, an' you come
back herd. It's your home, whore you've
always lived, an' I know you'll be hap=

ior, no mattor how much your brother's
'olks do fur you,  You make up your mind
an’ como back, I'll hoy the house paints
od, an' It'll look voul protty with the blue
door; an' I won't hov a single one of them
olnnamon roses out down, If 1 find out
that t’t:nir roots are tangled up lon & gold

MNos I shan't lot you gl the b
‘“rf:‘gi uh;ui ) I:“ *au ‘g tl‘.rl?u?::" he house

“Now, Elale, thar aln’t no reasen In you
feslin' xo. When anyhbody geta to thinkin'
a good deal of anyhbody ales, why it don’t
make go mueh differsnee about yourself;
the other one stands fiest. If vou kin ses
the other ona happy, vou don’t know any
difference betwixt that an' bein’ happy
youraelf, an' if you kin only do something
to mnke the other one hnpp* why, It
comes before any thing else. hat's Jout
the way I feel. 1've got eddioatad up_ to
it, Bodon't hyou worry about takin’ the
houss fur nothing, Youain't. Now you'll
git eold standin' here. I'm goin’ fo see
you safe to your brother’s, an' you think
It over,”

Hear little nervous hand elutehed at his
cont slsove to detain him.

ULook-n here a minute. 1 want to tell
you, I’'nin't never had any thing like this
to _wny befors, an' I don't know how,
When I got to thinkin® about any thing of
this kind, I always put Luciny in instead
of me. But 1 want to tell you=I"m nil
took by surprise, an' I don't know..int
mobbe, if T could got used to thinkin'of It
I—~conld-—"

U guess I don't kuaow what you mean,
Hlslo,”

“Well, it don't seom ns (f thar would be
much sense in my gittin® married now,
nnvway.'

Elgle Mills and Willinm Havers wore
murrieid at the bride's brother's. When
the bridal couplo went to tholr own home,
they did not enter at the front door, They

anssod nround to the side one, bacawse the
ront yord wis o full of cinnamon roses,
—Mary E. Witkins, in Harper's Bazur.,

MR. JONES' BABY.

A HMnppy Father's Opinlon of Mis Some-
whnt Troublesome Firat-Horn,

Oh, ves, there is evidently something
tne matter with that ehild,  Life has no
charms for him.  He iz utterly indiffer.
ent nbout his personal appearance;
don't eare how his halr is combed, or
whether it is combed at all; is equally
indifferont ns to whether his face is
washed; treats all visitors, and especially
his fominine friends, with eoldness and
even rideness: openly laments their ar-
rival and rejoices at their departure; de-
clines to be interviewed concerning
the number of his tecth: deeclines to
show any one how big he is, or to enter-
tain his relatives= by elapping his hands;
does notsecm to feel at nll! complimonted
when told that he is fat.

I suppose if he were requested to en-
tertain relatives by standing on his head
or walking off on his ear, he would re-
turn a contemptuouns refusal. He weeps
at every opportunity. His regular of-
fice-hours for weeping are from eleven
o'clock at night to five o'clock in the
morning, with intermissions for sooth-
ing syrnpand similar refreshments.

[ think he is meditting suleide. I
know he has swallowed unlimited quan-
tities of tin.-i. needles, earpet-tucks and
shoe-blacking. 1 found him yesterday
with n box of sulphur-matches in his
hand, and he secmed to be in doubt
whether he ought to cat them, or
swhether they were intended for external
nse only.  He seomad, indood, to favor
the latter Iden, as he was trying to set
fire to the house; but he had some of
the matehes in his mouth, showing that
ho had not quite abandoned the former
theory.

He has endeavored to drown himself
in tubs of cold water: and to seald him-
self to death in boilers of hot water;
and the number of times he has thrown
him<elf down-stw'rs is beyond caleula-
tion. Ever since he has learned to creep
he has been trying to utilize that juyve-
nile accomplishiment by erawling out of
a twosstory window. Ho recently seized
a enrving-knife at table in a most
ferocions manner, and, if it had not
baen for the timely interposition of Mrs,
Joy there is no knowing, what scenes of
earnage might have ensned.

Yes, it is quite clear that he intends
to make away with himself.

What enn be the enusoof it all?

His mother has frogquently  been  of
opinion that it was pins, out I never
took uny stock in that theory, and she
herself, after mature investigation, has
bean compelled to abandon i

Some of our friends huve asserted that
the baby's future teoth arce the cause of
all the trouble. 1 think this is absurd,

It is inconcelvable that hie shiould pre-
fer to go through life withoutany tecths
and even if he did, he onght to reflect
that, at the worst, teeth are o tempo-
raey evil.  Most prople  manage to get
ritd of them by a judicions use of mo-
lasses-taffy; but cven if this remoedy
should fail, the sufliver need not de-
spair while chewing tobaceo remumins us
a last resouree.

I think it is pure cussedness,

I have leaened o good deal sines that
kil shufiled on this mortal coil, but I
don't know every thing yot.—2uck.

-

CAUTION TO TEACHERS.

Nover Presume to Answer & Question
Without Belng Well Posted.

Let me warn teachers, especinlly
young ones, against attempting to re-
ply to any question by a scholar when
they do not really know what answer
to give. No one cun be prepsred for
every question which can be asked.
The veriest fool can ask more in five
minutes than the greatest philosopher
ean answer in o life time, 1 know the
temptation is great to give a reply of
some sort, which may be right or may
be wrong, *‘for fear the scholars should
think us ignorant;"' but the tempta-
tion must be battled with. The real
renson why an - answer is atlemptcd.
ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, is
wride, and it is pride which will certain-
v have a fall, for if the scholar does
not know at once that the reply was a
uess, he will remember it and confront
the teacher with it nt some most inop-
portune time-—perhaps quote his own
words ngainst him. Then, indeed, will
the scholar look down upon that
teacher and probably give him a far
lower placein theirrogard that hereally
deserves. If, however, their teacher is
generally woll informed and well ahead
of them, he will not sink at all in
their estimation if he honestly confesses
that he ean not answer some pavticular
question—it is gencrally one of fnet—
on the spur of the moment, Still, he
shonld carefully treasure the question
snd see that he obining tho correct
answer to it for the very next time he
meets his cluss and  should give them
the reply, with any other information
abont the subjeot he may think fie. I
can speak fron: n lively experience on
thismatter. A fow days after I took my
lirst and only class, we had a lesson in
which somo of the mountains of the
Holy Land were mentioned and as we
spoke of them, I wis un-itlunly tiken
aback with the guestion: *“Lencher,
what's the highest wountain in the
world?' T eonfes: 1hwl some sort of
an idea that it was Chimborazo; but
fortunately, my better nptore con-
quered, and I admittoed I did not know,
but added 1 would tell thom in the after-
noon. I know that I have nevor for-
gotten sinco then that it is Mount Everest
and I do not think they have forgotten
it either. I found that the boy who
askod me konew it and had T made
guess, would have tripped me in flno
atyle,—Quiver,

—_—— e —————

~Au Ohlp Iaw frme 18 composed of

husband und wife

l

OUR FASHION LETTER,

Tha Recent Changes In Styles of Ladies’
Garmonts<Elegant Simplicity of Strest
Contumes — Fashionable Jacksts — Tha
French Folonnise, Leg O Matton
Bleeves, Fle,, Ete,

[Spocinl Corenspondonen.]

New Youx, Saptember, 1880, —Juat now
fashion moems Lo be infected with some of
the eapricious disposition of the season—
promising, threatening and withdrawing
Ly turne, “Yevery thing by starts and noth:
Ing long." It is rinther diffieult to say
wht its developments will be & month
honee, but ab prowent there awre chinnges
and varietion enough In overy style ol
gown, wrap and bonnet to pleane all
tnnten, with eonniderabla lolt over unap:
propeinteil.,. One of the arbitrary requires
ments, however, which will not be ehnnged
infortheoming atyles, will bo the elegant
simplicity of street costumes, There will he

LITTLE TIIMMING USED,

and much more will he accomplinhod in
the winy of fine effects in fitting and drap-
ing. Stripoes,
plaidns,
thocks  and
other fnbrics
for combina-
tion will be
in high
vogue, yot,
while this is
the case, it
will not by
nny menns
follow thot
hands ome
costumen of
asinglecnlor
will not pre-
vail, for
many .
gant gowns
will be muade
entirely of
either plain
o r  figured
fnbrics, wnes
cording  to
funey, nnd
web thaletter €
of the lnw be 2
equally Tl
filled in Tnsh-
fon's do
minin, One IR -
of the fash- Tajlor Costumo of Turtle Cols
innable juek- ored Cloth.

efw for these notty suite shows o model,

fitting the figure trimly in the back, with

the shortest kind of o

POSTILION AS A FINISH.

In frant it opens all the way down over a

double-bireasted woisteont of plain cloth

or ecru pique, this fastenod up hall its

length with costly buttons, set on in n

doubls row. Down ench side of the front

are long, nnrrow revers, these usunlly of
velvet, und trimmed with enameled ornne
ments, or those matehed to the buttons
on the vest. The sleeve is cloae and small,
with a narrow cull of velvet at the edge,
held with an ornament like thosy on the
jncket, Other juckets, in English style
are mude double-breastod themselves, thoe
veat showing only at the top, wod gracelul
shapes are hrought ont, ent short in front
like n. Russian jncket, with long Directoire
cont baeks, which fall more than n quanrter
of a yard over the deapery ol the skiect in
the bock.

THE PRENCH POLONAISE,

which revolved out of sight for two sen-

song, hins come up amiling, and nppears

in nopvel and gracoful arrangements, which
quite transform its rather wooden effect

ol other days. A celebrnted New York

deslgner wenda

ont with his

Intest Inshion

journal n number

ol new devicea in

polonuises, this in-

apiration heing
drawn directly
from Puarisian
models. The skirt
of one long, wm-
ple. polonuise is
slnshed ita ontire

longth, thus di-

viding it into soe-

tions  which aro
veally panels

Bows ol velvet

ribbon, in clustors

ol three, set some

inches from the

next three ahove,
are arranged
across  the bot.
tom of ench pun-
el, making nino
rowa in all. The
polonalse is open
all the wiy dowp
the front, there-
fore there are
punels ench wide
of the anderskirt,
which is partly covered by n bow and long
ends of satin ribbon, which eome from un-
dor an opening in the corsage of the
polonaiso, tie, and fall nearly to the front
of the underskirt.

KILTH, PANELS,
plain and plaited box plaita and plain
ronnd effocts, wholly unplaited, nre all
noted on the very latest costumes from
over the sea. Reversof velvet, or of goods
contrasting with those which form the
gown, are set upon both skirt und bodiee,
nnd beaded ornaments, lace, silk gimp
trimmings and
faney braids are
as much the lash-
ion this moment
ns il they had
just appeared up-
un thescene. Demi-
senson muantlos
show numberless
ew shapes, but the
visite lor the older
wearers und the
English open cont
for the younger
people are the two
moat popular nu-
tumn styles as yet
introduced, Rib-
bon trimmings of
all sorts, Irom vel-
vet with Picot
edge, to pluin sut-
in, plays an im-
portunt role asn
dress garniture,
and flowers of
shaded velvet, in
muegnificent au-
tumnal colorings,
will strongly rival
long pluomes wnd
flufly short tips ne |

adornings for my i

Indy's picturésque Walking Costume of

Gainsborough hat 1:"“:11 Homespun und

for fall wenr. Plaid.

THE LEG 0' MUTTON RLEEVE

Is contesting for high rank in autumn

modes, und hngnlrendy been recognized by

French attieres, Flbon sleeves, sliushed

with pulfs of velvet sot in; full length

slecves with a deep V insertion ol lueo,
mitin or other goods set in to reach (rom
the shoulder to neir the elbow, nnd even
pulfed miceves, are all revived, French
maodistes declaring that & lurge pulfed or
leg o' mutton sleave imparts o alender sl
fect to the waist—ergo, pulfed sleoves by
the score, K. D,
————— * ——

EVOLUTION PREFERRED.

Walking Costume of
Plain and Striped wool
en Goods und Velvet,

Ad n woman standing all nlone
1 humbly hope to shine;
I'm tived of the droury twuddio
Of the onk and ivy ¥ine,
I've soon Loo many lostuhons
Where, natupe's luw declining,
Tho vine did the supporting,
While the ouk did uil the twining.

Before 1'd marry a mian and work
For hig bread and mwy own,
B‘fuu I'd marey w man who'd place
Limself upon s throne,
And clnim tm{n e, his better half,
Alleginnes bllnd and o te,
I'g macry the merest npo and wals
o him

e unl?'mrn Jowrnak

OSTRICH FEATHERS,

Mow the Health af the Bird Afects Tts

Valuable Plumes.
Ostrich chicken feathers are usoless
until they are a yoar old ; they are rare.
ly cut before. At twelve months they
nre ent offt.  The stumps dry, and after
a fow woeks the bird sheds them, or
they ean be drawn out without pain and
with ense.  The feathers then take six
months to grow before they can again
be ent.  Three pluckings are obtainne
ble in two yenrs' time, The process of
plucking continues for many years, but
it fequires the greatest care to prevent
the feathers deteriorating. The feath-
ors from the wild bird are the longest
and finest, but rarely more than three
on one hird are ﬁufl{niunlly porfect to
render them fit for commerce, Henes
thoe necessity of the farm. A male bird
turns blaek at about the age of eighteen
months. The black und black-nnd-
white fenthers are pulled from different
parts of the boldy: the white feathers
come from one row only in the wing:
tail feathers are never ag white as those
in the wing, and are usually bleached
for “tips.'' So little is known about
the habits of the ostrich that people are
surprised to find how the health of the
hir:‘ aflects its feathers, In many of
the best feathers is what appears to be a
line running ncross the feather,  This,
may be, is not caused by the
],m'kin,r_r-\-i'lrlnf being  too  tightly
tied, but by a day's illness. So
dolicate are the feathers and =o inti-
mntely and so wonderfully connected
with the organization of the bird that a
day's dyspepsia from overfeeding orun-
derfeeding will leave this mark, A del-
ieate bird has its feathers more or less
marked thronghout, Ostriches are not
camped out for hreeding until the malo
bird is four and the hen three vears of
age.  They lay from ten to fiftoon oges
and incubate forty-two days.  The male
bird is a pattern husband and father: if
necident should overtake his mate it is
most usual for him to continue the sit-
ting, and he has frequently been known
to bring off the brood successfully,
“mothering' them with the greatest
care until they ean peck, which is not
until three duvs after hatching., The
nest of the ostrich is always in the sand,
and is seratched out by the male bird:
the hen forms a perfect wall of sand
round her with her wings before the
eggs are hatched.  The ostrich knows
no fear, and is ¢ most formidable and
dingerous opponent,  Their ery, which
answers to cock-crowing, is a deep bel-
low that can be heard for a couple of
miles, and is ealled “bromming.’" The
depression in ostrich farming has been
causedd by an overstocked market.
Naturally those in climates suited  to
the bird imported them from the Cape,
When the steed was stolen, the Cape
Giovernment locked the stable door: but
alas! the one hundred’ pounds preminm
on every bird exported was too latoa
measure  to prevent  thriving  farms
growing in Australia and India, and it
is with chagrin bordering on despair
that the Cape farmers find the retail
trade gleaning  the  protits, —Chicago
Lribune,

— o -—

WHOLESOME BREAD.

A Simple Recelpt Which Ts
Worth n Trinl.

Tt is strange that so many people
shoulil know so littte abont the prepara-
tion of really good food. It is useless to
point out o fow shining examples here
anid there—go east or west or north or
sonth and goold bread, for instanece, is
almost unknown.  And coflee! who has
not shuddered time and again it the
decoetion served under that name? 1
have drank it when I could not have
told to save my life whether I was
drinking coffee or tea, or both, or some-
thing else.  But to return to bread. To
be really good, it should be white,
spongy and tough, with a dark red
crust that melts in the month  with an
indeseribable sweetness, and leaves but
one wish in the heart —more bremd.  To
mauke it, but two things are neeessary;
good flour and gumr hop yeast. No
one ean afford to use poor flour, for it
absorbs 80 mueh water that it will not
o one-half as far as flour of a better
grade. The next reguisite is home-

Certalnly

made yenst. The dry kinds in mar-
ket are seldom  fresh, und  yeast
is s0 ousily made and so easily

kept that it is poor poliey to buy it

'i'llc following receipt I know to be
good: Four potatoes, two handfuls of
hops. one tablespoonful of ginger, two
of salt, half cup sugar and one half cup
of good fresh yeast, Boil the potatoes
and hops together, and seald half a eup
of flour with the waler; a8 soon as
sufliciently cold, add the yeast, sugar,
salt and  ginger and forment twenty-
four hours, and then bottle. It will
keep six weeks in the hottest weather,
Half 2 cupful will make from fonr to
six loaves. The bread should be set
over night, and thoroughly kneaded in
the morning, the longer the betier, but
from half to three-quarters of an hour,
anyway. Bake well, and just before
taking from the oven, wet the tops of
the lonves with cold water “2insure thut
deep, dark red glaze so dear to the good
bremd lover's heart.  Never use a pur-
ticle of butter or lard in bread, for it
destroys the orustiness, — Cor.  Ohkio
Larmer.

e —
The Wheat of the Pharaohs.

There isa proverb which says that
there are more false facts than false
theories m the world,  Indeed fulse
thoories spring from mistakes as to
facts, or a wrong nterpretation of
thom. An instance of this is the case of
wheat found in the coflins of Egyptian
mummies. It has been stated over and
and over again that such wheat retained
its vitality for over four thousand yours,
and had sprouted as fresh and groen as
the seeds of last year's planting. Minis-
tor 8, 8. Cox, who ropresents this coun-
try at Constantinople, had this matter
thoroughly tested. He senta package
of wheat found in the graves of mum-
mies to responsible agrieulturists in this
country, who planted it under the most
favorable comiiliunn; but it would not
germinate.  Indoed, it wus found on
outting tho sead that it had turned to
dust.— Demorcst's Monthly.

- . -

—A remarkable story is related by tha
Norwood (Ont,) Hegister, A party of
three persons—futher and son and a
neighbor—were recently indulging in a
drinking spree near the town, when the
neighbor suddenly conceived a doesire
for n wife, At first the father and son
praposed to sell him the old ludy, but
she was objeoted to because of her ex-
trome age, The son then offored the man
his wife, to whom he had only been
marrvied n year, for 83 oush or 85 on
thme. The money was paid, and the
husband, tying o rope around his wite's
log, pluced the end of it in the hands ot
thy purchaser, with a formula, duly
witnessed, renouncing sl vight, title,
and elaim to the wife.  The womasn was

PITH AND POINT.

~Lnady (to servant whom she Is about
to engage)—These are my conditions;
do they suit yon? Servant—H'm, i
gee,  L'always take ladies on trial. <N
Y, Herald.

~—Now that oreased Tnntﬂ and rough-
edged paper are fashionable, the only
thing needful to complote the editor's
happiness is a eraze for frayed cufly. —
Burlington Free Press. ;
—8unday-school Teacher—Jolinny,
do you understand the parable of the
ghephord and hissheep? Johnny—Yes,
sir.  Teacher—If you little ehildren are
the ghecp, what am I, Jolnny—A big
sheep, siv,—Chicago Mail,

—A modern writer says “man is
romantiec to a woman.'' In a greak
many onses, imluin;}; from the number
of hardiworked and worn-out wives,
maa is more of o teagedy to 4 woman.
The romanee is all hefore marringe,
—I'at ent—%o glaul you have come,
doctor, I am in such pain!  Dootor—
Well, where's the trouble?  Patient—I
sufler o dreadfully from my corns.
Doctor—Corns, ch! ahem! (meditative-
Iy) just show me your tongue,—N. ¥,
1ele grim,

—At the Dudery: I it troe Smith
is going to call Brown out?" 1 be-
Hoveitis." “Why, what is the trouble?™
“He insulted him in the deadliest way 3
invited him to dinner, and offered him
calf's brains a la Knickerbocker for the
entrow. " — Taown Topics.

—I see, Lueinda, they are going to
have o new musie pagoda at Manhattan
Boach.  We must go down next week, ™
I don't think I care to, Henry: I can't
bear pagodas, If they were going to
lay  waltzes, why, I wouldn't mind.
l';!_:_'l.nln.q are too classicnl," — TVd-Bits.
Conntry editor (to assistant)—In
vonr editorial on the murder case, Mr,
Smith, you do not make use of the ex-
pression, *forging the links in the chum
of evidenew'” Assistant—**No, sir;
forgot it.  Shall T stop the press and
work it in?" Country editor—* Cer-
tninly.""—N. ¥, Sun.
—she (after o private theatrieal en-
tertainment)—*“‘How eleverly the parts
of Rome nnd Juliet were played, Mr.
Smith.” He—*Very: almost equal to
wrofessionnl work.'"  She—¢Did you
lew that the gentleman and lady who
layed the parts are husband and wife?!”
Te—*You nstonish me! Husbund anfl
wife? Why, it was wonderful acting.™
—Life.
—A vonng ludy reading in a newspa-
per the other day of a girl having been
made crazy by a sudden kiss, callod the
attention of her uncle, who was in the
room, to that singular oceurrence,
whereupon the old gentleman gruffly
demandad what the fool had gone crazy
for. *What did she go crazy for?™
archly returned the ingenuons maiden.
“Why, for more, I suppose.”'—N. ¥,
Ledger.,

—Mnmmn, what are von leoking

for® asked Little Mamie Flapjack of
her mother, the widow Flapjuek. 'm
looking for my wedding rving. I've

Il for it high and low, T wouldn't
lose it for anything." I wouldn't both-
er nbout it, mamma.  If it comes to the
worst yon can get married aguin. That's
what T'm going to do when I'm a
widow. ' —Yeras Siftings.

e

HIS PRECIOUS TRUNK.

Experience of n Detrolt Tax-Payer Who Is
Peravscuted by I Laek.
There was one man who didn't take
kindly to the late necident on the West
Shore by which o dozen or more trunks
were  smashod and  their  contents
ruined.  When the passengers wera
notified to exhibittheir ehecks and make
a statement of damages this man ex-
hibited his picee of brass and deelared
that nothing less than three huandred
dollars would make him whale.
“Pretty vaduable trunk,” remarked
the ofticial.
“Yes, sivs 1 was going to Europe for
avear.'
“Ihe passongers gathered ot the wroek-
od car to identity what hul been saved,
and as the pareels were handed down
the number of the checks wore ealled
ofl.  Pretty soon out eame a thin, lean,
caduverous old ecarpet-bag which did
not seem to contain mors than o shirg
and a pair of socks, and as the number
of the choek was ealled the ollicinl con-
sulted his list and remarked to the
man: _—

“This is vour baggage, sir.

“Y.g-5, | think so.”'

“That's the three-hundred-dollar
trunk going to Europe with you!

Y .p-s, that's tho one.™

There was o gencral langh ot his ex-
pense, during which he retreated to the
pussenger-car,  Some  one presently
asked him how he cume to make such a
smistake,” and he replied:

“Why, don’t ye know, I supposed the
car and every thing in it had beon
smashed to bits. 1 never did have luck
nohow in these railrond smash-ups.*®
—Dytroit Free Press.
——— . ————————

Just Like Mamma.

1f mothers could always realize the
ideals they represent to their children
they wonld be greiatly encouraged in
their arduous dutiess A lady riding
upon n street car saw a little boy whom
she knew,
“S0 yvou have a_little sister, Willie,”
she remarked, plensantly, *ls she a
pretty baby "
«She looks just like mamma," was
the smiling answer,
“What do you call her?” asked the
Tdy.
“sShe’s named after mamma,' an-
swered the little fellow promptly.
Everybody was smiling, and, to re-
lieve the lady's embarrnssment, his
friend inquired the color of the baby's
hair.
“It's the snmo color as mamma's,"
he responded, timidly,
A gentleman who hal boen amused
Ly the dinlogue, ssked the wee man if
the new little sister was o good buby.
“Yes, sir' was the prompt reply.
vShe is just like mamma!"—Dolroié
Free Press.
] A .

Why the Old Man Was Slow.

.

“Helloa, Uncle Boggy,™ said ayoung
negro, spesking to an old negro whom
he overtook in the strest.  “W'vn't yer
walk faster an' not lot me pass yer dis
way?"

“Hole on e minit,"” the old man re-
quostad.  “Yer've seod or man totin’ er
sack o' co'n, hain’t yer?"

20, yas, sih,"

vAn' “yer's seed er man totin' er
empty snvk, 1 spoze’

o1 sho hos''

w+:Ah, hah, an' didn't yor allus notice
dat de mun whut ain't got nethin® in his
sack walks fastor den do one dut's got &
full sack?"

“Y s, suh

#Wall, yerse'f’s one o' dem men wid
er empty sack.  Run or long, son, fur
yor sin't got weight enutt on Jor
shoulders to hol' yer on de groun'."—

then led away by her now husband,

dekansaw L'ravelers

——

I —————




